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NOTES BY 
CAT, 


MOTLEY 
THE BLACK 


> 


HEN Lord Roberts has got 

his eye well in the British 

Officer will 

we are assured, a laborious man of 

science. The brilliant dandy is to go 

out like the dodo and the bustle ; the 

swaggering subaltern will become as 

obsolete as a poke bonnet. So we may 

soon expect from our Ouidas and John 

Strange Winters an entirely different 

herd at last. For instance, may we not 

read in future novels passages of this 
kind ? 


become, so 


“The footman announced Captain 
Algernon Trefusis. I,ady Alicia rose 
from her pink and gold settee with a 
pretty flush in her white cheeks. She 
was to meet the great Algy Trefusis at 
last. He entered the room, and she 
knew her fate) was sealed. She was 
enraptured by his dishevelled hair, by 
his unkempt tnoustache, by the fixed 
penetrating expression of the sunken 
eyes behind their gleaming spectacles. 
She staggerdd forward, her scented 
pocket-handKerchief at her lips, and 
then in calm icy tones bade the footman 
bring tea.” 


| 
! 
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Or something in this strain : “Arundel 
Maltravers was the smartest man in the 
Army, and decidedly the most popular 
man in the Brigade of Guards. His 
sloping shoulders, his scholarly stoop 
were familiar in all scientific circles, 
Young men at the clubs cultivated his 
peculiarly convincing form of knock 
knees. Whenever he crossed the park 
to the duchess’s house he invariably 
carried twenty or thirty books under his 
arm. No wonder he 
military circles.” 


Was adored in 


[It is earnestly requested that no one 
wilk call sovereigns “Teds.” or half 
sovereigns “ Neddies.” 

THE KING. 
Now wheresoe’er we Britons meet, 

Whate’er the kit we boast, 

We'll spring like soldiers to our feet 

When we’re given this royal toast ; 
We'll spring like soldiers to our feet, 

O quick as a cat we'll spring, 

When a mate stands up with a pot o’ 
foaming ale 

And a, “Gentleman all, the King !” 

“ Gentlemen all, the King !” 

O here’s a good song to sing ! 
Be it ale or fizz—whatever it 1s 

“ Gentlemen all, the King !” 


They say he’s diplomatic wise, 
That what he says comes true ; 
Let be as it may, but who denies 
He’s a sportsman thro’ and thro’! 
And that’s the best a man can be, 
(Now let the glasses ring) 
There will not come a rot to the ancient 
British realm, 
While Edward Seven is our King ! 
“(Gentlemen all, the King !” 
Q here’s a good song to sing ! 
On English ground, and the 
Empire round, 
Up with the glass, let your 
voices sound! 
“Gentlemen all, the King !” 
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jokes without brains. 


[No. 1865. 


The other day | overheard two cheerful 
loaferstalking about thechangesinvolved 
in the coming of the King. “Seem a 
bit strange,” said one, “to see E. R. on 
the Post Oftice carts ’stead of the ole 
VR “Yus,” said the other, “ Old 
Jobbs the postman what lodges along of 
us says, ‘What with all the changes he 
don’t know where E.R.” — | smiled my 
acknowledgments and passed on. 


It is sometimes permissible to revive 
an old jest. Have any of my readers 
escaped the joy of this beautiful riddle ? 
“Why is a goat nearly!” Answer : 
* Because he’s all butt.” 


In a back street of Portsmouth last 
week L saw a battered mariner with two 
wooden legs leaning on his crutches 
and violently arguing the point with 
another old veteran. Beside them stood 
a younger man, utterly calm, smoking a 
philosophic pipe. As L drew near the 
calm young man turned contemptuously 
to the battered one with wooden stumps 
and said, pityingly: “Goon with you 
Why, you haven’t got a leg to stand 
on!” 


A genial bald-headed old gentleman 
took his seat in a restaurant, and 
smilingly looked up from the carte. 
“What do you recommend me to have ?” 
he said, cheerfully. “ Hare,” said the 
waiter, gloomily. 

One of my kind readers asks whether 
these notes are called Motley because 
they are so full of bon mots ! 

We overheard a professional humourist 
lamenting a cruel fate which forced him 
to extract humour from the newspapers 
when every column was filled with the 
sorrow and tragedy of death. “ Making 
bricks without straw,” he said, “is 
nothing like so bad as making——” 
“| know,” said the lady, “as making 
It must be awful.” 


It was. “ 
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Writing to the Daily Chronicle, Mr. Beckett, of Fovensey, 
near Kastbourne, suggests that the moment 1s opportune — 
National Anthem “worthy of the poetical and musical tradi 
ie of this great Empire.” Mr. Beckett then suggests i] ‘ 
prot worthy of this task Mr. William Watson ! [must sini 
| ayageinne the great pro Boer, the author of the ror — 
writing this great Empire’s anthem ! Let us imagine It. 


THE NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM. 
By WL W 


God save our gracious foes, 
Long live our gentle foes, 
(jJod save our foes. 

Send them victorious, 
Long to get over us, 
Alway S pro Boerius, 
(jod save our toes 


May we be always meek, 
Turning the other cheek, 
The’ it should hurt 
Confound Imperial Joe, 
Frustrate John Bull and Co., 
Bring Empire-builders low, 
Make them eat dirt 


May every kingdom thrive, 

Plan, scheme, he, threat, and strive, 
While we rive Way, 

This be our lofty tone 

Long live each land, each throne, 

Except, of course, our own 


Hoo bloomin’ ray ! 


A shyhtly intoxicated sailor pulled up the friend who was 
ecng hin home and pointed to a clothes-line. “ What’s 
that’ he demanded. “Sheets,” said the other. “ How many 


em? * Three,” said the friend. The sailor grinned. “So 





TENNYSONIA. 


“Homer THey provcnt Her WorrrerR Drap.” 


am I,” he said. ‘What are you getting at!” cried the other, 
impatiently. “So am I,” protested the sailor, pointing 
unsteadily to the flapping linen. “So am I, I tell you ! 
“What are you?” asked the friend. “Why, three sheets jy 
the wind,” hiccoughed the mariner. 

He had ordered eggs for breakfast, and when he reached the 
coffee-room there was only a plate of ham awaiting him, 
“ Breakfast is laid,” he said; “but are the eggs?” The waiter 
trotted off, clucking violently. 

“A volcano,” an examiner was once informed, “is a burning 
mountain, that has a creator, and throws out melted rooks.” 
Maidstone has been described as the centre of “the pop 
trade.” And, to conclude, Kingsley’s famous line once 
appeared in a boy’s paper in this form : 7 The night rat came 
rolling up, ragged and brown.” That will never be beaten. 


. > P ry > . 
The best name for an inn near the Solent: The Insolent. 


We should like to make, with the assistance of our readers, « 
collection of queer names. In the Isle of Wight the other day, 
we think it was at Ryde, we noticed that the principal coal 
merchant was one 8. Quelch. A friend informed us that there 
is a suburban tradesman who rejoices in the following signboard 
over his shop: “S. Tench.” 

Dr. GiLEs in his “ History of Chinese Literature” tells some 
good yarns. Here is one: 

“A portrait painter, who was doing very little business, was 
advised by a friend to paint a picture of himself and his wife, 
and to hang it out in the street as an advertisement. This he 
did, and shortly afterwards his father-in-law came along. 
Gazing at the picture for some time, the latter at length asked, 
‘Who is that woman?’ ‘Why, that is your daughter,’ 
replied the artist. ‘Whatever is she doing,” again enquired 
her father, ‘ sitting there with that stranger?’ ” 

7 A soldier informed the regimental doctor 
| recently that he was suffering great pain. 
“What is it?” asked the doctor. “ Why, sir,” 
said Tommy, “I reckon as its pew-monia.” He 
didn’t get off church parade. 
TO THE KAISER. 
When shadows fall across your land, 
And the sun seems to set, 
A friendly sword you may command— 
We shan’t forget. 
Men call us traders. Be it so; 
We know when we're in debt, 
And many a man has cause to know 
We don’t forget. 
And yet a paradox! For now, 
K’en as I write red-hot, 
That telegram, that foolish row 
We've quite f¢ rgot. 





THERE have been many changes in the Daily 
| ews under the new proprietary. But I am glad 
_ to find that there is still somethi g of “Auld 
Lang’s Sign” about its literary articlés. 
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A HARMONIOUS INSECT. 


Conductor.—* HERR MOHLER, WHAT’S DE MEANING OF YOUR SO GRIEVOUS BLUNDER,” 
Herr Mohler.—“ Dene was A Fiy on DE Moosic, BUT’ J BLAYED ?IM.” 


LIFE’S LITTLE SATIRES. 


THE MILLIONAIRE. 
i | HE ragamuftin arrived in London penniless. 





The hard sidesman who handed round the plate on 

Sunday threatened to give him in charge for asking 

charity. The friend in need provided him with a start. The 

majesty of the law moved him on. The up-to-date parson 

preached, “From him that hath not shall be taken even that 
which he hath.” Mrs. Grundy ignored his existence. 

He commenced a series of prosperous cheats. 

The hard sidesman on Sunday earned commission by helping 
float his bogus companies. The friend in need remonstrated 
in vain. The majesty of the law winked the other eye. The 
up-to-date parson delivered an impassioned address on “To 
him that hath shall be given.” Mrs. Grundy prepared for a 
bow and a smile. 

He became a millionaire. 

The hard sidesman settled down comfortably to the life of a 
parasite. The friend in need wrote a letter of congratulation 
and received no reply. The majesty of the law put the darbies 
permanently on the shelf. The ap-to-date parson got a cheque 
for his pet charity. Mrs. Grundy smiled approvingly. 

He gave a big dinner. 

The hard sidesman fished fot an invitation. The friend in 
need was not bidden to the feast. The majesty of the law took 
a share in the kitchen. The u-to-date parson said grace. 
Mrs. Grundy beamed at the table.’ 


He married a duke’s daughter. 

The hard sidesman maudled over bride and bridegroom in 
a sycophantic speech. The friend in need prayed for them at 
the back of the church. The majesty of the law mounted 
cuard over the presents. The up-to-date parson tied the knot 
and performed an oration. Mrs, Grundy fished for a whale 
with sprat offerings. 

He went smash directly afterwards, 

The hard sidesman organised the bankruptcy and retired on 
the pickings. The friend in need joyfully killed the fatted 
calf. The majesty of the law opened the other eye and took 
the darbies down from the shelf. The up-to-date parson 
chose for his text, “Lay not up for yourselves treasures on 
earth, where moth and rust doth corrupt.” Mrs. Grundy put 
a pen through his name on her visiting list. 


H. E. GORST. 








Mr. BERNARD SHAW is a “play ”-ful man. Here are some 
quotations from his lastest effusions : 

“What the world calls originality is only an unaccustomed 
method of tickling it.” 

‘We must get rid of reputations : they are weeds in the soil 
of ignorance.” 

“| first caught the ear of the British public on a cart in 
Hyde Park to the blaring of brass bands, and this not at all 
asa reluctant sacrifice of my instinct of privacy to political 
necessity, but because, like all dramatists and mimes of 
genuine vocation, I am a natural born mountebank.” 
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Lite rary T'ourvst. 


AN ALCOHOLIC CABINET. 


‘The Government have resolved to discard temperance and 
yo for drink.” Daily News comment on Mr. Ritchie’s 


it ply to the ‘Temperance Deputation. | 


‘Tur dear old Daily News I read, 
Then, pausing, fell into a slumber ; 
Thoughts vague and apprehensions dread 
\My drowsy spirit did encumber ; 
I saw in dreams—I see it yet 
That aleoholic Cabinet. 
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TRUE FAME, 


Devonshire Rustic. “WuHicH Mr. THomas Harpy ?” 
Literary Tourist.“ Wry tur Manx wuHo Writses Books.” 


Devonshire Rustic-—Ow! I KNow NAUGHT ABOUT HE: BUT THERE 1 
Mr. Toomas Harpy AS REAR GRAND PIGS. 
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“Mr. Thomas HARDY LIVES NEAR HERE, DOESN’T HE?” 


A 
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| watched the Premier smiling bland 
Behind a row of empty glasses ; 

(uoth he, “Some hold, I understand, 
We ought to elevate the masses ; 

This Cabinet that duty shelves, 

We mean to elevate ourselves !” 


I heard the Foreign Minister 

Declare, in accents strange and jerky, 
“T’m sorry, but | must demur, 

To state our policy in Turkey ; 
I’m busy keeping jealous watch 


("pon the interests of Scotch !” 


A sober member ’mid the jar 
Discussed the Army, its position ; 
Hle asked the Minister of War 
How he was off for ammunition ; 
That Minister said, with a gape, 
‘The only shot we have is—grape !” 


The Keeper of the Nation’s Purse, 
In tones that grew each instant thicker, 
Thought Budget prospects would grow worse, 
Sut still—he put his trust in liquor ; 
And Arthur B. in luscious stout 
Buried his Philosophie Doubt ! 


Alas ! that dissipated House 
ie Met not for business, but for frolic, 
All bent upon a huge carouse, 
Sipping of pleasures alcoholic : 
Hen Joseph with the rest did vie, 
And kept his “ glass” before his eye ! i 


Sir Wilfrid stumped the country through, 
His eloquence at white heat glowing ; 
He asked the Premier if he knew 
The Cabinet to pot was going ; 
‘Nay, Wilfrid,” came the sly retort, 
* We steer the ship of State to ‘ port !’” 





AN ANECDOTE. 

\ SOLICITOR wound up his letter enclosing 

a bill of costs with, “TI am, 
“ Dear Sir.” 

The Chent retorted, “ You are.” 

AN Underwriter.—A Sub-Editor. 

A Pros.EM of long standing.—How to kee) | 
up the monoliths at Stonehenge. 


Mem. for “Rugger” Players.—When the 
ground is very wet a “ punt” is often useful. 

“THAT's the only wedding trip J shall 
ever take,” said an old bachelor, as he stumbled 
over a bride’s train. 

Two wrongs do. not make a right, and i 
( dueen’s Ben¢@ Court; Number Seven, it might 
be said thet two Wrights do not settle @ 
wrong. 











I’, 


VOrse, 


osing 


keep 


the 
ul. 


shall 


bled 


d i 
ight 
le a 





FEBRUARY Q, I9QO1. 

















OOS Nema NCAIEE em ee Ey ge 





} i iN 
In, ti il , 






























CONJUGAL RECIPROCITY. 
Unmarried Caller.—“AND po You FIND THAT Your Husspanp Losks His Temper wHen HE HAs TO Walt 
FOR His DINNER?” 
Wife (of three months’ standing).—“I FInp THAT HE BEHAVES JUST AS CROSSLY AS | DO WHEN HE KEEPS 
DINNER WAITING.” 





TO KING EDWARD VII. Hail to the crown by Freedom shaped to gird 
An English Sovereign’s brow ! And to throne 
Whereon he sits ! Whose deep foundations lie 
In veneration and the people’s love ; 
Whose steps are equity, whose seat is law. 

The voice that greets 
The majesty of both shall pray for both ; 
That, mutually protected and sustained, 
They may endure long as the sea surrounds 
This favoured land, or sunshine warms her soil. 

Wordsworth. 


[r for our thoughts there could but speech be found, 
And all that speech be utter’d in one sound, 
So that some power above us would afford 
The means to make a language of a word, 
[t should be WELCOME ! —Ben Jonson. 
Welcome are you ; and no less 
Your admired Queen : the glory 
Both of state and comeliness. ee 


Every line of her divine My lords, we know 
Form is a beauteous story. Jrowns are but glorious burthens, and the weight 
High in fortune, as in blood, Requires more heads than one to bear it up. 
So are both ; and blood renowned You are th’ approved pilots of the State, 
By oft falls, that make a flood Acquainted with all creeks and rocks where danger 
In your veins ; yet all these strains Hides his destroying head, and wisely can 
Are in your virtues drowned. —Ben Jonson. Steer her should the malice of a foreign foe 
a He Swell to a tempest, or malignant breaths 
Ye build the future fair, ye conquer wrong, At home threaten her ruin. On your faiths 
Ye earn the crown and wear it not in vain. Depend ours and her safety. 


— Lowell. Tatham—“ The Distracted State. 
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“Ocn! THe IND 0’ THIS LOINE IS A UNHOLY TIME A-COMING.” 


“MAYBE SOME SPALPEEN HAS CUT IT OFF, PAT. 


THROUGH FRENCH SPECTACLES. 
A Few Facrs CONCERNING SIR BURNS. 


It must often have occurred to English people that our 
neighbours the French are ill-informed about our affairs. 
The following paragraphs by a correspondent to a leading 
French journal was intercepted at a telegraph oftice. The only 
remark to be made is that the said correspondent translated 
his message into English so as to enable the telegraph girl to 
avord errors, | 


I has great celebrity and large richness this Sir 

Burns. Equal is it that he is of Battersea City 

the Deputy, but makes he principally the Lor 

Maire of London, and to him is the position of Parliament 
House Speaker. By him makes one the offer of a peership, 
yet make he the reply this Sir Burns, ‘ But, no, I have not the 
need for him; present him then will you please to Milor 
Stead, for see you, had I then yet served my country even as he 


has served me, then would not the Ireland stand where it does.’ 


“We have not the knowledge of his meaning, but it is a 
saying of greatness, and on his tombstone will be made the 
discovery of it in the future days. 

“Also has he the large popularity with the ladies, and to 
him is always the evening dinner out. Again yet a time to 
him is the authorage of large poem-pieces. To one of them is 
great Tunniness; it has the commencing title of ‘Tom of 
Shanter.’ He has much cleverness this Sir Burns, and the 
electing ones of Battersea make a swearing that in the next 
electing time make they him the Marshal Karl.” 


bP] 


THE AMOROUS ARTIST. 
To put me at my ease-/, dear, 
Say that you will be mine, 
Turn not away, when I draw near 
That face and form divine. 
Don’t co/our at my compliment, 
For | am not ashamed 
To give my honest feelings vent 
In words but poorly framed. 


The out/ines of our future life 
In fancy [ will paznt ; 

[‘}] be free -handed so my wife 
Has no cause for complaint. 


[ am no king ’tis true, and yet 
I offer you a throne, 

Accept and you shall ne’er regret 
That you become mine own. 


GOOD ADVICE. 

A striking piece of advice has been tendered by certain 

printers to the proprietors of their respective concerns. It is 
v 7 *epsoipe , »} 7 is 

C ompost yourselves, By their wit, they hope to get a rise out 

of their masters. 

[N Kansas some of the temperance women recently wrecked 
several public-houses with axes in the teeth of the proprieiférs 
protests. When they are prosecuted for the wilful damage §hey 
cannot expect to escape on the plea that it was Axe-y-denfpr. 
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THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


LORD KITCHENER OF kKHaRToLy 


OOR dear Lord Kitchener ot Khartoum hae tn 
wittily called (by the present writer) the Matis 
General Servant ot the Hote] Cecil. Md 

1 his domestic capacity is that he absolutely refuses to 
jnswer the belles, however sweet be their tones. He fears the 
‘fluence of women, remarking, with a shudder, “The better 
half is so often greater than the whole.” Indeed, rather than 
foht with a married man, he would prefer to fizht with ¢ 
single stick. 

Bertie entered upon the first of his famous Surveys in 1850 
and the result of his observations were briefly though 
wlequately reported by his proud parents in the 7ves. ay 
horn Irishman, Kitchener always expects his commands to be 
carried out before they are uttered, and when the Nile was in 
dood he dismissed his engineers for not building a bridve 
under water. On several occasions he has completed a cam 
paign before the War Office sent out the Supplies, and several 
times he has won a battle before the enemy knew they were 
jefeated. As a public speaker, he makes his exordium his 
yeroration, and had he been a preacher the congreeation would 
have had to be content with a text—or, more accurately, its 
chapter and verse. Indeed, Kitchener would have been an 
absolute demon at our national game of “Clumps,” in which 
only “ Yes” and “No” are allowed, or at golf, where othe 
briet expressions are de ragqueur. 


His only fault 


Oh! what lessons little boys at school should learn from 
the clever Lord Kitchener. Yes, when they grumble at their 
Latin or French, they should remember how his lordship took 
the trouble to master Arabic in order that he might shoot at 
Dervishes. Why he was popularly known as “gum arabic ” 
was because he stuck to things so. 

Lord Kitchener is probably the only man on the face of the 
earth who is through and through a Methodist. It is more 
than probable that he was invented by Edison, and certainly 
the patent has never been infringed. He has been called a man 
of ice, and many an officer has shivered at the freezing point of 
his remarks. His lordship detests a superior subordinate, and 
to him is attributed the brilliant aphorism “° A man with an 
eye-glass sees no more than a man with a glass eye.” He 
transforms the “upper ten” among his officers into the sub- 
merged tenth, and he acts upon the belief that to him at any 
rate the marshal’s baton lies in sacking the incompetent. It 
is said that nobody ever does one stroke of work for Kitchener. 
They merely do a thousand. 





THE BLESSINGS OF A BRITISH 
RAILWAY. 


OW thankful we ought to be for our railways! You 
see your luggage labelled, and you need never 
trouble about it again. Somebody else takes care 

of it for you. Somebody else sees it on to the cab and tips 


the porter. Somebody else unpacks your portmanteau on your 
behalf, and never again will your arm ache with the weight 


04 your wife’s jewellery. The arrangements made by the 


‘anies are so simple. All the luggage is carried into 
central hall, as at Euston. There it is just left, so that 
Mebody is sure to see that it arrives at its destination. 








iD U N. 69 


Phere is no worry, no bother, no questions asked, and no one 
to answer questions if they are asked. Everything is left to 


private enterprise, and private enterprise is found to be quite 
suthcient for every opportunity. Then, again, consider the 
personal safety of passengers upon our lines. There is no 
annoyance if a person ¢/s murdered in the next compartment. 
No one ean stop the train, for there are no means of 
stopping it, and absolute punctuality is ensured, Dead or 
alive, the passengers reach the end of their Journey. 


= Scar 





er 















































BIAS “ty: 


































DYSPEPTICS 


CHAPTER | 
SIRST afternoon at Eastgate chiefly spent in wondering 
why | came. Prospect from window continues to be 
animated only by snowflakes. 
up landlady and speak to herabout the weather. She disclaims 
I knew she would 
thing as snow in Eastgate most exceptional. 
whenever | arrive anywhere I always arrive in the middle of 
! Jegin to think all weather must be 
Evening chiefly spent in studying Bradshaw to 
home. 


all responsibility 


exceptional weather,” 
exceptional, 
tind the best train in the morning 

Wonderful place Eastgate, really. . 
Seems that the snow began to turn into rain 
hortly after I went to bed, and by the morning had washed 
Everything drying up and clearing in the sun. 
Cabs and bath-chairs, eveu donkeys to ride,and goat carriages 


and lovely. 


itself away. 


EFFECT OF A 
SOUTH-EASTERN & CHATHAM 
FOOT WARMER. 


STRANGE 




































































































RE 


ee ge 


Fee 


eae 











Naser an 
AO ON am. # 











iy. ie ae 


| Now we understand why the foot 
warmers are always kept cold ‘| 


<p een. « 








BU IN. 





(> 
reBR, 


JO1, 


—-————___—. a 
eee, 


DIARY. 


II. 


In course of day ring 


but tells me that sucha 
Curious thing, 


Next morning sunshiny 


coming out like snails 
after the rain. Life 
almost worth living. 
Must go out. 

Parade crowded 
with people. Don’t 
know one of them. 
Don't want to. Band 
plays. Flower — girls 
selling flowers, or not 
selling them. Boats 
and bathing machines 
all hauled up and put 
away for winter. 
Glad of that no 
temptation to suffer 
mal de mer or catch 
chill. Don’t like sea- 
hathing —- come out 
sticky, as if you were 
covered with — bar- 
nacles, and have to 
wash to be. clean. 
But it looks nice— 
from the shore. 

Doctor said I was 
to take plenty of 
plenty of 
exercise Without over 
fatigue—the sort of 
thing a doctor would 
say. Never takes a 
yard of exercise him- 
self. Question is how 
to arrive at the happy 
medium? Idea sug- 
gested by bath-chair. 
Never been in bath- 
chair. The very thing. 
Plenty of exercise— 
for the chair-man— 
without over-fatigue 
for me. Have no 
experience in bath- 
chairs. Try to select 
one knowingly—there 
are plenty to choose 


exercise 


from. Feel rather like the Cockney in the comic papers trying to 
buy a horse. Don’t know the points of a bath-chair. Howevye,. 
cannot be wrong in choosing india-rubber tyres. Havea feeling 
| ought to ask whether they are Dunlop. Chair-man says they 
are. They aren’t, but no matter. Weare off, at eighteenpence the 
first hour, and a shilling an hour after—plenty of exercise fine 
the chair-man without over-fatigue for me. The very thing 

A delightful form of exercise riding in a bath-chair. Ayq 
then one looks so interesting. Wish I had not taken a walk 
along the parade first. Then everyone would say, “See, here 
is a new arrival. Poor fellow—no doubt a wounded office; 
home from the war.” I try to look military, but [ ay 
sorry I took that walk. Mem.—To be more thoughtfy!| 
in future. As we go along I ask my chair-man about 
the celebrities of the place. Beach minstrels, men who 
eat flaming tow, and the rest of the faculty, absent in winte; 
time. Principal beggars of the parade three blind men, two 
with dogs and one without. Dogless men read aloud from 
a Scripture made for the blind, other two grind hand-organs 
distressfully. Chair-man asks if he shall call for me at same 
time to-morrow. “Certainly.” 





\ FABLE. 


(Guaranteed to have no moral to speak of:) 


\. VALETUDINARY hippopotamus one day 

Declared he hadn’t eaten more than half a ton of hay, 

And a barrel of potatoes, and a dozen loaves of bread. 

“You'll have to get a doctor,” said the ass, “and go to bed 

So Doctor Daw alighted with a dainty little flutter, 

And with a grave and learned air he hopped across the sutter, 

He gently felt his pulse, of course, and poked his heart and 
lung, 

And made him show a cubic yard of very doubtful tong: 

The doctor said, “ With such a doubtful tongue you're nearly fit 

In Transatlantic politics to make a splendid hit.” 

“Oh! deary me,” the mother said, and she began to cry, 

“Tf he’s so very bad as that we’d better Jet him die.” 

But Doctor Daw did hem and haw, and firmly said, “ Pm }ound 

To think if you'll be sguave with me I soon can bring you 


round, 
Have you, my boy, been smoking cigarettes or drinking 
brandy, 


Or had a terrible debauch of sucking sugar candy ; 

Or have you been indulging in the kind of bitter beer 

That poisons even people who reside in Lancashire ?” 

The patient sniffed and whimpered, “Oh! doctor, goodness 
knows 

I’ve never done in all my life such naughty things as those.” 

A tear was in his little eye, his bosom heaved with pain 

(A bosom like a puncheon side, but half as big again). 

“What have you then been doing, sir, if not some wicked 
capers ?” 

* When I have told you, doctor, please don’t put it in the papers. 

On what has caused my being ill I hope you'll draw a veil. 

[ shouldn't like a funny wag to work upon my tale. 

But this is what has hurt me—oh ! mother don’t be cross 

I’ve cruelly been jilted by a girl rhinoceros ; 

\ charming creature, but her heart is very hard I find, 

But harder is her father’s horn which struck me as unkind. 

‘Tis this has brought my sjrits low and made me feel su ru. 

I'm arling so that to my ézer I’m sure [ll early come. 

You needn’t try to cure me. I’m content to pass away ) 

And let the angels waft me up to glory on a dray. 

In dreams the cruel maid will see her lover’s spirit stand 

("pon its hinder legs to play the harp in ‘ Happy land.” 
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LISHWOMAN, Mr. RoBARTS 
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THE DRAMAPHONE. 


Y K still hear rumbles ot the latest newspaper attack 
| on contemporary actors and actresses and Mr. 
Tree's reply thereto. All through the generations 


the «eribes have told us how immeasurably superior were the 
actors who died in the decade betore to the actors unfortunate 
enough to be alive at the time. The astonishing thing is that at 
this time of day anyone should have the impertinence to act at 
all. In returning, “Measure for Measure,” the onslaught of the 
eritic. Mr. Tree, perhaps, made “Much Ado about Nothing” in 
raisin such aT “Tempest igs hut * All’s Well that Ends Well,” 
and let us hope this feud, this “ Winter's Tale,” will end with 


“Twelfth Night.” 


iT his res ival at Her Majesty s ot “Twelfth Night,” Mr. Tree 
i Malvolio, 1 able to SiLY, with ee 
much feelng 

‘| wonder your ladyship takes 
delight in sucha barren rascal 
Look you now, he’s out of his 


urd already; unless you laugh 
inal tamister eceasion to him, he Is 
rod 


Bat the lady, Olivia, takes uly the 
idvels of the journalist, and 


“QO! you are sick of self-love, 
Malvolio, and taste with a = dis 
t mpered appetite, To be generous, 
‘iiltless, and of) tree disposition 
is to take those things for bird 
bolts that you deem cannon- bullets.” 


\nd Fun enters into the conver 

ition from the text thus : 

“There is no slander inan avowed 
fool nor one railing in a known 
discreet man, though he do nothing 
but reprove.” 


Tl ‘re is at resent j abse eot rr ’ ’ 
ere i pile Ch in absence of THE WORM 


patriotism in the Alhambra pro 
cramme, so the audiences are in 
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characters. There would be some wonderfully weird effects of 
little blear-eyed devils on a “blue” ground. 


Managers are always complaining that the bicycle js killing 
playgoing. That is because they do not appeal to the CYClists 
One of them should try a revival of ‘‘ Pericles, Prince of Type: 


[ suggest the following “ patriotic song” for the next Gaiety 
burlesque. It should be sung by the wicked plutocrat : 
The age of chivalry is oer, 
We're all in trade, shopkeeping, 
We’re wide awake the cash to take, 
Though maybe partners sleeping. 
ur wives sell hats with dainty zest, 
It reaily very nice is 
‘T'o see how much a ducal crest 
Can elevate the prices. 
So hey tor the age of buy and sell. 
It’s now all the rage to try and sel]. 
Your wares we'll engage to try ani 
sell 
In plain figures to show we fo. 
no men. 
Trade is no longer infra diy, 
So long as the profit’s fairly big, 
It’s quite up-to-date, so we don’ 
care a fig 
In a shop with a lordly cognomey, 
And while our wives sell hats ani 
gowns, 
Were gaily Stock Exchanging, 
We do not care, we'll bul! and 
bear, 
Both booms and slumpsarranging. 
We'll drink our gold from bucket 
shops, 
Nor care what fire the fat’s in ; 
And titled sharps reap golden 
crops, 
By taking snobbish flats in. 
So hey, ete. 


No more we bow to courage, but 
The heroes of the bourse court, 

And love no more is priceless, for 
It’s bought in the Divorce Court. 


HOME. 
Didactic Mamma,—“ Now THEN, CHARLIE, DONT And what we lack in pride, oh! 


less danger of being converted to You ApMIRE MY NEW SILK Dress?’ well, 

Little  knglandism than usual. Charlie (with emphasis ).—* Yrs, MAMMA.” We make up in effront’ry, 
The Jingoistic ballad vocalist) will Didactic Mamma,—“ AND, CHARLIE, ALL THE SILK NO more our lives we dearly sell, 
be responsible for a large increase IS PROVIDED FOR US BY A Poor Worm.” We'd rather sell our country. 
n the Radical vote at the next Charlie—* Do You MEAN Papa, Mummy ?? So hey, ete. 


lection, The plot of “The Handy 
Man bailet is so peaceful that it might be given at Exeter 


Hall, 


These lines will be in print about the time that “ Mr. 
and Mrs. Daventry” is celebrating its hundredth per- 
formance at the Royalty Theatre. In order that we shal] 
hot forget it, a “souvenir” is to be distributed among 
the audience, But anyone who has seen Mr. Frank 
Harris's play will not forget it—however much he might 
hke to. A man who wants a tangible reminder” of 
‘Mr. and Mrs. Daventry” would forget a tooth-ache and 
wear the tooth, gold-mounted. as a scart-pin and me- 
Menlo It is to be a “photographic souvenir” of the play. 
We sugyest this is conventional. kar More interesting would 
bo a series of N-ray pictures cf the minds of the Mr. Harris’s 


hesides literary contributions, in the shape of paragraphs, joke 
suitable for illustration, and short verses. Contributors are specially 
requested to place their names and addresses on their MSS. and 6! 
the back of sketches. The Editor will not be responsible for tli 
return of artistic or lite rary contributions which he may not be able 0 

use, and the receipt of a proof must not be taken as evidence that a! | 
article is accepted. Publication in Fun alone will be recognised « 
acceptance. Where stamps are enclosed, the Editor will do his best # 


“eho ft Re , =. ee y 22. ‘. 
PEtUrdz» ho ¢ contrib (TiO7S which he does not ye quire. 
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EDITORIAL NOTICE. 






The Editor will be glad to receive for consideration sketch, 
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